Doctor Sei Mitsuro, has stayed -with him. He has got the
real Asiatic patience of the Japanese—nobody else can
stand KobelUn for long. I'm telling you all this before-
hand. Kobellin is obsessed by an idhfixe—he has become
a bit of a maniac in recent years. He is not very well,
either, has paralysis of the nerves, a stroke or something.
He himself is terribly impatient, for he is afraid he will
die before he has brought his special research to a con-
clusion, and that seems to make him quite mad at times.
But he demands the patience of an angel from his assist-
ants. Mitsuro is doing the biological work, as far as I
know—and now they want a chemical assistant. I will
describe to you the sort of work they are doing as best
lean."
Ambrosius came out of his corner, felt his way past
Helene—and she experienced an amazing warmth and
all the old intensity of feeling as his fingers brushed
against her hair, before he found his seat again at the
writing-desk. While his voice lectured on Kobellin's
research work, Helene remembered with sorrow the
lectures she had once heard him give.
" Have you been at all interested in the latest chemical
advances in connection with hormones and internal secre- .
tions ? " he asked suddenly, becoming the teacher again.
" I have a vague idea of it, Herr Professor, I know
that it is possible to prepare a secretion of the suprarenal
gland synthetically in the form of adrenalin, and also
insulin from the pancreas, but that is about all. I believe
I have read a report by Dr. Mitsuro, whom you men-
tioned, on the corpus luteum, that it had been possible to
isokte a hormone here as well. But the formulae escape
my memory	"
" Well, I don't know much more myself, and I am
afraid that science is still pretty >.much at a loss as
regards the chemical factories we all carry about in
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